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DEDICATED  TO  ADA  NEWTON. 

MY  sister,  shall  I  place  thy  praises  when, 

A  beauteous  child,  I  thought  thee  angel  more 

Than  equal  playfellow  !  or  pass  that  o'er 

And  greet  thy  budding  girlhood,  also  then 

Thy  grace  excelling  mine  !  or  once  again 
Leaving  a  plenteous  sweetness,  shall  I  store 
My  words  for  when  thy  being  reached  the  core 

Of  fullest  womanhood,  and  thou  hadst  pain 

In  seeing  me  so  lonely  on  the  day 

Thou  blessedst  other  home  than  that  was  mine 
And  thine  by  birthright !  to  the  new  delight 
To  share  with  me  thy  gain  !  or  shall  I  write 

As  now,  so  many  years  between,  and  say 

The  truth  thou'st  ever  known,  what  love  is  thine  ! 

O  sonnet  of  a  fairer  time ! 

Repeated  now  when  life  is  sad 

With  memory  of  the  joy  I  had, 
Heard  through  undying  funeral  chime  ? 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 
GEORGE  NEWTON. 


"Seven  long  years  have  passed  away, 

But  thou  art  near  as  yesterday." 
So  wrote  she  of  her  loved,  this  fatal  year : 
Forgive  me  that  I  place  its  sweetness  here 
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GLIMMERINGS. 


LIFE'S  CHANGES. 

YEARS,  but  five,  be  twenty  ! 

Laughter-laden  claim  ; 
Years  of  doubt  and  wonder 

That  so  simply  came. 

Little  strange  the  journey 
To  impressive  prime, 

Save  for  ruddy  fancy, 
Free  to  path  and  clime. 

Fancy  nigh  as  busy — 
Fifteen  slowly  gone — 

From  a  bright-enthronement 
Five  years  frowned  upon. 
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Whim  of  adverse  dreaming, 
O  the  meagre  days  ! 

Worth  with  puny  censure 
All  as  puny  praise. 

Silly  song  and  sighing, 

Each  poetic  fraud 
To  caressed  illusions 

Twenty  years  applaud. 

Twenty  years  persuaded 
Of  attendant  flowers 

Fadeless  on  a  bosom 
Warm  with  happy  hours. 

Twenty  years — now  thirty 
Beat  by  beat  are  o'er, 

Time  aglint  or  golden 
At  love's  open  door ; 

Fair  as  light  till  troubles 
Forty  years  surprise, 

Spread  with  sudden  shadow 
Width  of  azure  skies. 
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Troubles  that  remindful 
Of  disparaged  past, 

Hear  the  call  for  pity 
From  it  proudly  cast. 

O  the  voice  of  childhood  ! 

In  its  highest  key 
Now  the  strain  of  gladness, 

Now  of  misery. 

Fifty  years — how  slowly 
Years  of  trial  move, 

Years  would  lack  than  losses 
Lesser  sadness  prove. 

As  the  sun  that  setteth 
Why  was  glory  gained  ? 

Gloom  if  uncontrasted 
Had  not  greatly  pained. 

Murmur  unto  sixty 
Sifted  years  unknown ; 

Bounded  by  its  being 
Joyancy  alone 
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Could  not  when  the  fondest, 
When  the  dearest  do 

The  devoted  service 
To  affliction  due. 


Twine  of  thorns,  not  roses, 

Yet  supremely  ta'en 
Into  loyal  symbol 

Of  anointed  reign. 

Conscience  set  to  slumber, 
Thence  to  sleep  nor  err ; 

Seen  'mid  golden  harvest 
All  ungolden  tare ; 

With  alike  minuteness 
Near  and  distant  traced  : 

Joy  may  blot,  but  sorrow 
Nothing  e'er  effaced. 

Sixty  years  of  knowledge  ; 

Many  a  steadfast  page 
Turned  ere  eyes  could  read  it, 

Gifts  the  tardy  sage. 
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Sage,  and  yet  of  folly's 
Fellowship  aware — 

Cry  at  length  to  letter 
Pages  wholly  fair — 

Cry  to  drown  submission, 
Leave  to  calmly  go 

Good  and  bad  that  only 
Could  again  be  so — 

Vain  re-taken  journey ; 

Seventy  years,  good  bye- 
CD  the  trusty  passport 

Tis  to  try  and  try  ! 
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SPIRIT  TO  SPIRIT. 

SENSE  of  a  summers's  day  ! 

What  fuller  joy 

Than  came  of  glory  gifts  extinguished  ray, 

Now  Nature  in  a  chill  and  stern  employ 

Forgetteth  May  ? 

May  and  all  merry  time 

Of  sun  and  flowers, 

Companions  of  the  year's  consummate  clime, 

To  wreathe  with  loveliness  the  odorous  hours 

That  mark  its  prime. 

What  is  it  that  the  past 

So  much  endows ; 

What  is  it  thence  arising  that  at  last 

Above  experienced  gain  desert  avows, 

How  strangely  vast  ? 

Dismissal  of  its  pain, 

The  spirit  this 

That  from  embodiment  of  beauty  ta'en — 

Thrice  covered  loss — therewith  delivered  is 

From  body's  bane. 
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Enchancement  to  defend 

Allegiance  less 

Than  owed  to  thee,  lost  summer,  thee,  lost  friend; 

Not  coldness  in  us,  but  preventedness 

Would  have  amend. 


ARRESTED  BLOOM. 

A  rose,  born  in  March ! 

'Gainst  the  blackness  it  shone 
Of  branches  profuse 

For  the  cradle  of  one 

Red  bud  yet  as  small 
As  the  buds  that  in  June 

Are  coloured  'tis  seen 

Between  morning  and  noon. 

Entrancing  caprice  ! 

But  the  'wildering  bloom, 
Which  stooped  to  its  stem, 

Had  a  curious  gloom. 

A  sorrowful  mien 

As  intruded  below 
A  thorn-studded  trail 

I  perused  it  to  know, 

Unsheltered  by  leaves — 

The  world  windy  and  cold — 
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When,  wonder  of  March  ! 
Twould  its  petals  unfold. 

Alas  and  alas ! 

'Twas  no  marvellous  thing  : 
Of  Winter's  embrace, 

Not  unclasped  by  the  Spring, 

Twould  die  ere  the  sun, 

His  imperial  hour, 
To  impassion  a  rose 

Should  recover  the  power. 


ASTRAY. 

WITH  beauty  though  replete, 

She  is  not,  I  repeat, 

The  joy  in  you ; 

The  homage  that  you  do 

Is  other's  due. 

In  now  efficient  days, 
It  is  not  she  you  praise 
With  spheric  song; 
There's  many  a  bird  among 
The  vernal  throng 

May  faithfully  aver 
The  loveliness  in  her: 
It  is  not  she ; 
For  her  there's  minstrelsy 
In  bird  and  bee, 

And  in  the  laden  breeze 
'Mong  laughter-loving  trees, 
And  whispering  leaves 
Of  honeyed  linden  eaves 
The  blue  enweaves; 
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But  not  for  whom  I  mean  ; 
O  not  the  voices  e'en 
Of  bird  and  bird 
At  either  twilight  heard, 
Not  any  word 

Of  lark  or  nightingale 
May  morn  or  eve  avail, 
With  carol  due, 
To  chant  what  is  in  you 
Divinely  new. 

It  is  not  she,  dismiss 

The  thought  that  with  her  kiss 

Else  vainly  vies  ; 

The  source  of  its  surprise 

In  other  lies : 


Of  Love  behold  the  smile, 
O  full  of  mirth  !  the  while 
There's  leave  to  make, 
For  love's  eternal  sake, 
Admired  mistake. 


HEARTS  EMOTION,  HEART'S 
DEVOTION. 


HEART'S  emotion,  heart's  devotion  ; 

To  compare  them  is  to  see 
One,  you  say,  invest  a  phantom 

And  the  other  verity. 

Which  is  real,  which  ideal  ? 

From  the  deed  devotion  gives, 
How  divide  the  inspiration 

By  whose  loveliness  it  lives  ? 

Will  the  furrow  without  sunshine 
Ripen  but  one  ear  of  wheat  ? 

Shall  the  earth  have  all  the  merit 
Of  its  toil  and  other's  heat  ? 
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PROGRESS. 

LIFE  that  step  by  step  ascendeth, 
Step  by  step  descendeth  ?  nay, 

Feet  return  not  whence  of  travel 
Narrowing  circles  point  the  way. 

As  a  spire  is  life,  the  climber, 

From  the  hour  of  strength  to  bear 

Stone  on  stone,  none  less  than  other 
Meet  to  make  the  structure  fair  : 


Stone  on  stone  that  further  carries 
With  it  yet  expectant  height, 

Till  the  first  and  last  are  beauty 
Indivisible  to  sight. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 


TIME,  concealer  of  the  open 

Wound  that  took  an  arrow's  point, 

With  its  seasoned  oil  shall  vainly 
The  remindful  scar  anoint. 


Pierced  body,  what  reneweth  ? 

Hush  of  sorrow,  spirit  flee 
Whither  love  hath  only  vision 

Of  attained  eternity. 


SLEEP  AND  DEATH. 


Sleep  and  his  brother  Death:  since  Homer  hailed 
And  Virgil  their  affinity  't  has  served, 
Accepted  as  a  poet's  currency, 
How  many  singers  !  they  as  unabashed 
As  Homer's  self  to  win  from  David's  harp 
The  thought's  creative  music:  "sleep  of  death." 
Insistent  kinship !  Sleep  and  Death  confound, 
On  broidered  couch  and  simple,  want  and  wealth, 
Blindness  and  bright  beholding  of  the  sun, 
Sweet  speech  and  dumbness:  silence  dear  as  sound, 
As  glory  gloom,  and  indigence  as  dower. 
Disunion  from  the  world's  disparities 
Suits  either  ministrant,  and  either  puts 
Whom  he  possesses  from  who  yet  go  free. 
Waiting  upon  a  sleeper's  ruddy  lips, 
Her  eyelid's  cautious  droop,  her  supple  brow, 
Her  flushed  cheeks'  consciousness,  we,  smiling,  grieve 
To  be  from  the  beloved  as  separate 
As  though  she  should  no  more  arise  and  go 
About  familiar  doings  as  of  yore 
The  maiden  meekly  went  whom  Christ  aroused  : 
As  little  we  attend  her  as  if  Death 
With  icy  finger  barred  the  envied  way. 
So  far  what  brotherhood  !  so  far !  but  sleep, 
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Estranger  of  the  watched  and  watcher,  holds 
Apart  on  slumbrous  pillow  twain  whose  lot 
By  Death  would  be  communion  :  sweeter  Death ! 
Full  brother  to  ourselves,  if  not  to  sleep  ! 


SUNDOWN. 

CLOUD-STRUCTURED  upland  fringed  with  gold 

Afront  the  glinting  sun, 
Ere  rosy  with  the  after-glow 

By  steadfast  mountains  won  ; 

Aerial,  never  breasted  steep, 

No  track  of  trodden  path 
To  furnish  fairer  vantages 

Than  ventured  travel  hath  ; 

My  foot  thou  wilt  not,  yet  I  climb  ; 

Than  thine  reach  giddier  height, 
Intenser  glory,  ruddier  range 

In  quickened  quest  of  Light. 
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RADIANCY. 

How  serene  the  glory ! 

See  the  eastern  glow, 
Saffron  wreaths  and  rosy 

Soft  as  meadows  know, 
And  a  green  that  glimmers 

Whither  cowslips  go. 

Spring  is  it  or  sunrise, 
Fresher  e'en  than  fair, 

That  of  sweet  renewal 
Is  the  messenger  ? 

One  may  with  the  other 
Tenderly  compare. 

How  intense  the  glory  ! 

See  the  woodland  gold, 
And  the  red  of  woodlands 

By  the  west  unrolled 
Into  realms  of  splendour 

Utmost  skies  enfold. 


Autumn,  or  of  sunset 

Speaks  the  gorgeous  steep 
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Of  impassioned  beauty 
Dipping  to  the  deep  ? 

Peerless  else,  its  colours 
Flame  in  either's  keep. 

Youth,  or  Spring,  or  sunrise  ? 

Rapturously  one 
Their  diffusive  gladness 

And  the  smile  upon 
Paths  that  more  acutely 

Will  be  overshone. 


Autumn,  age  or  sunset  ? 

Parity  sublime : 
O  meridian  fervour ! 

O  abundant  prirae  ! 
O  sufficient  witness 

Out  the  heart  of  time  ! 
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PENITENCE. 

EREWHILE  undone,  indebted 

Deed  you  do, 
Repentant,  unto  those, 

O  less  to  you 
In  love  than  whom  you  robbed 

Of  loving's  due  ! 

'Mid  weary,  well-a-ways  ! 

Your  heart  agreed 
To  mend  its  poverty  : 

To-day  who  plead 
The  least  for  tenderness 

Have  gracious  heed. 

And  who  was  yesterday, 

Alas  !  denied 
Full  joyancy,  in  joy 

Doth  well  abide, 
Now  a  beloved  one 

All  purified. 

Tidings  compassionate  ! 
Not  mine,  I  know  : 
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Of  angels  it  was  writ, 
How  long  ago, 

That  they  beholding  such 
Had  gladness  so. 
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SYMPATHY. 

A  FLOWER  unto  a  flower, 

"How  fair  you  are  ! " 

And  star  to  star, 
"How  fair  !"  as  I  this  hour, 

O  Love,  to  you, 

And  as  the  blue 
To  sapphire  sea,"how  fair  !" 

Star  will  nor  sea 

Nor  flower  agree 
That  we  alone  aver 

In  claimed  caress 

Meet  loveliness ; 
That  we  alone  perceive 

Quick  sympathies, 

And  closely  these 
Into  contentment  weave. 


WHAT  LOVE  WE  BEST? 

IN  Nature,  do  we  love  the  best 

Delight  of  stature,  heavenward  pines 

That  half  clomb  mountain  darkly  crest, 
Ere  dearth  is  dawn,  ere  summit  shines  ? 

Or  best  the  thinly  bounded  sea 
That  scarcely  bars  ambitious  eyes ; 

The  myriad  crowned  immensity 
That  at  the  feet  of  Nature  lies. 

Or  rather  on  her  bosom  love 

We  best  exotic  lavish  bower 
Of  listless  boughs  that  idly  move 

With  every  spray  enhancing  flower  ? 

Superb,  illustrious  !  these  we  leave 
With  easy  sigh,  serene  regret ; 

The  vast  magnificence  they  weave 
But  vainly  woos  us  to  forget 

Unsung,  unpictured,  covert  nook, 
Away  from  regal  gloom  and  glow, 

Best,  dearest  by  our  right  to  look 

For  smiles,  the  smiles  that  lovers  know. 
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SPRING. 

AWAY  sad  thoughts !  too  far,  too  far  away 
For  flight  to  reach  you  though  the  spirit  fare 
The  live  long  day 
South,  East,  and  West ; 
But  valley,  upland,  lea, 

O  never  where, 
Of  bloom  nor  balm  possessed, 

Aweary  lies 

The  North  complaisant  to  congenial  sighs  ! 
Be  such  unto  its  dearth 
By  likeness  fled, 
Unvisited, 

Let  chill  and  shadow  claim  them,  all  unmeet 
For  breezes  bid  to  bring 
Love's  laughter,  laughter  free 
From  salt  of  any  tear 

Upon  its  wave 

A  ripple  till  it  lave, 

Ecstatic  tide  ! 

New  regions  to  delight  in,  royal  bride ! 
Who  donned  thy  wedding  gear 

'Mid  what  acclaim, 
What  worship  of  replete 

Illustrious  name  ! 
Erewhile  but  maiden-Earth, 

Who  now  art  Spring  ! 
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SUMMER. 

AGAIN  thy  panoply, 
Proud  summer,  that  repeats 
In  whatsoever  lives  meridian  glow ! 

But  not  alone 
Does  splendour  unto  thee  its  fulness  owe  : 

In  touch  and  tone, 
There's  yet  the  sweetest  thing, 

Supplanted  Spring. 
Love's  first,  love's  dearest,  best, 

Love's  most  caressed. 
Yea,  Summer,  they  who  will 
May  see,  may  hear  her  still ; 

The  nightingale 
As  one  to  change  his  troth 

Now  vaguely  loth, 
With  weal  and  woe's  avail, 

Melodious  gain, 

Inspires  his  strain. 

Nor  is  it  only  gay,  the  statelier  flower ; 
There's  pensive  in  its  gaze 

Memorial  praise  : 

In  bird  and  bee, 
In  bud  and  blossom  beats 

An  earlier  hour, 
Nor  song,  nor  beauty  emulous  of  fame 

May  dare  disclaim. 
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LOSS. 

JOY  of  life — ah,  when  it  with  us 

Journeys  as  a  river's  flow, 
Unto  what  melodious  measure 

Trip  we  blithely,  singing  so. 

Golden  morn,  perchance,  and  noontide, 
Ere  to  belting  shadow  come, 

Dewy  marge  in  onward  travel, 
Sunny  marge,  we  cease  to  roam. 

Step,  alas !  and  song  arrested, 
Loss  arrested — death  our  woe — 

Joy  with  new,  inconstant  comrade 
Past  us  well  content  to  go. 


PASSING  BY. 


UPON  my  path,  and  pass  her  by  ! 

Not  quick  to  see 
Spring  as  of  yore !  but  clearly  soon 

She  called  to  me  ; 


Pointed  to  elms,  yet  young  enough 

For  golden  hue, 
That  glittered  'gainst  the  sky  as  though 

Still  bathed  in  dew. 


A  sky  of  azure ;  how  express 

As  vivid  green  ! 
Nay,  green  had  on  the  grass  its  throne, 

The  leaves  were  sheen. 
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ART. 

NAY,  not  from  Art  the  needed  balsam  claim 
She  is  no  surgeon  save  upon  a  steep 
Rugged,  and  perilous  by  winds  that  keep 

Its  summit  in  her  one  exacting  name. 


She  will  not  with  her  unguents  meekly  heal 
The  wounds  of  earlier  Love,  to  love  unkind ; 
No  woe-begotten  flattery  shall  find 

Excuse  for  loyalty  to  her  unleal. 

Availless  tear !  availless  tardy  knee  ! 

For  thorns  her  roses  and  her  glow  for  gloom- 
Reversal  of  the  World's  ungentle  doom — 

Endowment  of  her  own,  are  not  for  thee ! 
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ECHO. 

GHOST  of  unburied  sound, 

Thou,  Echo,  from 

Or  blossom-dimpled  ground, 

Or  barren  height, 

Or  out  the  night 
Of  bushy  brake 
In  mystic  make 
Dost  quaintly  come. 

Too,  thou  eccentric  thing, 

There's  ruined  wall, 

There's  battered  tower  to  fling 

Thee  from  its  keep, 

And  rocky  steep ; 
And  distance  still 
With  cuckoo-skill 
To  speed  thy  call. 

Ghost  of  a  ghostly  rhyme, 
Whose  living  strain, 
A  scarce  divided  chime, 

Is  on  my  ear, 

To  bring  as  near, 

At  sorrow's  cost, 
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With  now  its  ghost, 
As  twinless  gain. 

Song,  Spring  alone  may  quote, 

'Mid  wreathing  new ! 

Be  note  and  crowning  note 

Sang  o'er  and  o'er ! 

But  Echo,  more 
Thou  art  to  me 
Whose  joyancy 
Is  echo  too. 


WHO  LOVE  THE  MOST? 

WHICH  ?  we  who  prove 
Through  stinging  death 

The  life  of  love  ; 
Or  we  whose  breath 

To  love's  caress 
Is  tenderness ; 

Which  love  the  most  ? 

Convinced,  we  say, 
Who  have  not  lost, 

And  who  to-day 
Give  love  in  fee 

For  love,"'tis  we." 

And  who  have  no 

Such  dear  employ, 
Nor  have  to  do 

With  memory's  joy, 
Say, "we,  alas  ! 

Such  homage  pass  ; 

We  love  the  most, 
Who  giving  all, 
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Have  still  the  cost — 
Neglected  call — 

Of  sweetness  got 
And  valued  not, 

Amendless  now ; 

O  fervour  more — 
Refrain  to  vow 

Against  its  sore — 
Than  any  zeal 

That  others  feel ! 


ST.  GEORGE'S  HILL. 

A  PUSH  of  verdure  seen  through  purple  haze 
Made  mystic  beauty  'mid  as  mystic  maze 
Of  yet  but  budded  branches ;  fitting  dome 
For  gush  of  blackthorn-blossom,  timely  come 
To  gift  else  tardy  woodland,  as  the  shy 
Stars  with  their  lustre  gift  contrasted  sky : 
Slope-nestled  gladness  ;  and  beyond,  afar, 
White  homes  as  scintillant  as  bloom  or  star : 
Such  charm  upon  a  morning  fair  as  Spring, 
And  all  intolerant  of  lesser  thing. 
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JOY. 

Jov  : — a  pause  in  life,  a  wonder 

Set  between  the  minutes  stayed 
In  their  backward,  forward  measure, 

Joy  is  time  itself  delayed, 
Stranded  upon  either  border 

Of  the  present,  whence  as  free 
As  escaping  waters  welleth 

Unopposed  eternity. 


COMPANIONS. 


How  is  it  with  you,  flowerets,  do  you  feel 

A  degradation  as  of  slavery 

In  being  huckstered  at  such  dewy  hour 

As  daily  you  were  wont  with  new  delight 

To  unveil  your  beauty  ?  daring  to  be  sweet 

And  lead  who  would  to  win  you — daring  ? — nay — 

Unversed  yet  in  betrayal,  who  from  mead, 

Or  bank,  or  willow-path  were  quick  to  fill, 

0  generous  givers  !  the  desirous  hands 
Of  worthy  comer ;  cunning  hands  afraid 
To  touch  save  tenderly ;  but  not  in  fear 
Of  petals  ruffled  from  consummate  price. 
Shame  on  us !  buyers,  sellers,  shame  alike ! 
'Tis  by  their  distance  and  our  puny  power 
The  stars  escape  us.    Ev'n  to-day  I  asked, 
Arrested  by  a  radiant,  fragrant  stall, 

How  much,  how  much? the  dame  had  well  replied, 
For  so  much  love  so  many  flowers,  which  straight 
She  bunched  to  tempt  me — nay,  I  took  them  not, 
Some  alien  might  possess  them,  but  not  I, 

1  who  so  often  in  their  homes  had  sought 
A  yea  to  answer,  may  I?  may  I  wear, 

Or  make  you  soon  the  glory  of  my  room, 
My  room  to  love  in,  flowers,  and  books,  and  all 
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The  sky  may  utter  and  this  wondrous  world. 
How  much,  how  much  ?   O  never,  nevermore 
Shall  such  accuse  me !  only  will  I  take 
From  nestled  valley,  or  nook-cloven  hill, 
Or  sunny  field,  or  shadowed  river-marge 
One  simplest  loveliness,  and  meekly  thence, 
O  dear  companions  !  as  from  friend  to  friend. 


EUNOE. 

Remembrance  of  every  good  deed  done. 

EUNOE,  melodious  stream  !  with  refluent  sound 
To  hold  on  dewy  marge  contented  ear  : 
The  sweetness,  but  the  sweetness  of  each  year 

In  thy  memorial  singing,  Eunoe,  found. 

Eunoe,  pellucid  stream  !  of  ministry 
Persuasive  as  incisive  matin-bell, 
Appointed  from  its  vantage  to  compel 

From  far  and  near  related  purity. 

Beloved  stream  !  O  Eunoe,  dearer  yet 

Than  beauty  of  approached  celestial  plain  ! 
Dearer  than  Lethe,  but  of  lesser  gain  ; 

So  little  to  recall,  so  much  forget ! 
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DAWN. 

THE  dawn  so  swart,  so  sad, 

As  bare  of  beauty  as  it  only  had 

The  night  for  its  compare 

To  show  it  fair. 


The  dawn  so  full  of  gold 

And  rush  of  rosy  radiancy,  but  cold 

The  noon  of  any  day 

'Gainst  such  array. 
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TOO  LATE. 

SUCCESS,  what  is  it, 
That  no  welcome  owes 

To  eyes  that  brighten 
As  a  budded  rose 
South  winds  unclose  ? 

To  lips  that  dimple 
As  a  lake  set  free 

From  wintry  bondage 
Till  its  borders  be 
Laved  wooingly  ? 

To  heart  as  joyous 

As  the  chanted  bird, 
Ere  skies  are  ruddy 

Unto  soaring  stirred 
And  radiant  word  ? 

Success,  what  is  it, 

With  mine  eyes  as  wan 
As  would  a  rose  be 

Were  the  summer  gone 

It  lives  upon  ? 
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My  lips  as  smileless 
As  imprisoned  lake 

Whence  icy  fingers 
All  refusa  to  take 
Repression's  ache? 

My  heart  as  silent 

As  the  lark,  but  dumb 
Because  it  misses 

Ere  the  dawn  be  come 

Its  being's  sum  ? 


BETTER?  YEA. 

Love's  least,  concede, 

Were  better  than  the  best 

That  dispossessed 
Would  be  of  worthy  deed; 
Love's  least,  instead, 

Forever  very  glad 

That  once  it  had 
Some  sorrow  comforted. 
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UNSELFISHNESS. 

UNSELFISHNESS  ?  as  weeds  'neath  summer  sun 
By  undiscerning  fingers  fondly  piled 
To  twine  with  roses,  so  are  you  mis-styled 

Whose  touch  upon  a  flower  supposes  one. 

Seductive  weed,  but  flower  you  may  not  be 
That  lavish  self  on  whom  you  will,  with  sin 
'Gainst  such  as  have  a  purchased  right  therein, 

And  count  upon  indebted  loyalty. 

O  fair  and  sweet !  the  flower  is  she  whose  throne, 
And  glory  of  exact,  illustrious  name 
Are  hers — enrichment  of  eternal  fame — 

By  wealth  expended  that  is  all  her  own. 


ONLY  ONE. 

WHERE  the  enemy's  shot  was  falling, 

But  one,  only  one — 
Out  the  ranks  of  victorious  comrades, 

His  victories  done — 
Lay  dead  ;  O  success  of  successes, 

The  fray,  scarce  begun, 
To  end  in  so  little  disaster  ! 

Yet  one,  there  was  one 
Who  failed  to  return,  who  would  never 

Say,  fronting  the  sun, 
"Tis  I,  I  the  fulness  of  being 

No  life  may  outrun, 
I,  born  to  inherit  time's  glory, 

There  gazing  alone, 
And  touch  at  God's  feet  the  eternal" — 

Ev'n  one,  only  one. 
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PANSY. 

Pansy,  for  thought! 
Thou  Psyche-flower 
With  emblem  dower 

Of  wings  that  ne'er 

On  fluttered  air 
Are  skyward  caught. 

If  actually 

Thy  petal-grace 

Were  Psyche's  place, 
If  hers  thy  morn 
And  summer  born 

Irradiancy, 

Erewhile  so  still, 

Content  to  know 

In  dusk  or  glow 
Allegiant  bloom, 
Thou  would'st  assume 

The  further  skill 


That  poets  use, 
Whose  central  gold 
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And  range  unrolled 
Of  many  a  hue 
Let  glory  through, 

And  with  the  news 


Take  chanted  ways 
To  love  and  fame  : 
Were  such  thy  claim  ! 
But,  pansy,  no, 
Tis  thine  to  do 
With  lowly  days  ; 

And  yet  the  soul, 
Thou  hast  nor  speech 
Nor  flight  to  reach, 

Is,  eyes  attest 

That  know  thee  best, 
Thy  trusty  goal. 
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NATURE. 

Ax  whiles,  O  Nature  !  thou  art  coy  and  vain, 
Too  coy  to  suffer  ev'n  aerial  kiss, 
And  so  absorbed  in  loveliness  we  miss 

Permission  thence  to  voice  desirous  strain. 


Coy,  vain,  beneath  the  sun's  enhancing  glow  ; 
But  with  its  setting,  we,  at  noontide  chid, 
To  sing  of  beauty  are  as  promptly  bid — 

To  sing  our  sweetest,  to  recall  it  so. 
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A  SAIL  AT  SUNSET. 

A  SAIL  in  the  glow  of  sunset, 
Distinct  as  a  bird  whose  flight 

Directed  across  the  azure 

Makes  darkness  as  fair  as  light, 

Went  slowly  the  way  of  splendour 
That  wooed  it  with  envious  flame, 

But  could  not  bereave  of  being, 
Possess  it  in  glory's  name. 

It  glided,  supremely  pictured, 
In  beauty  as  grey  and  cold 

As  if  'twere  the  waters  bore  it 
And  never  the  flush  and  gold. 


UNFOUND. 

WHAT  word  more  abundant  that  beauty 

May  beauty  esteem ; 
What  more  has  the  flower  and  the  sunset 

Than  blossom  and  gleam  ; 

Than  grace,  what  enchantment  has  verdure 

What  quickens  the  thrill 
Astir  with  a  rapture  that  cometh 

Of  thought  nor  of  will  ? 

Why  tarries  the  word  that  could  utter 

Conclusive  acclaim  ? 
Behold  'tis  the  bosom's  emotion 

Imprisons  the  name  ! 


FELLOWSHIP. 

JOY  and  the  sun  are  poet  lips  declare 

Of  man  and  Nature  the  resemblant  gain  : 

The  sun  and  sorrow  closely  to  compare 

Would  give  them  more  exact,  harmonious  strain. 

No  pale  suggestion  of  emphatic  hue, 

No  slow  advancement  to  consummate  shape, 

No  gossamer  that  fineness  ever  knew 
Can  the  exponent  sun  at  all  escape  : 

Away  with  secrecy !  embedded  root 

In  its  obscurity  as  much  bested 
As  the  illumined,  daily  ruddier  fruit 

Amid  caressing  breezes  perfected. 

O  sun  !  O  sorrow  !  yea,  as  subtle  light, 

And  from  as  sovereign  vantage  sorrow  throws, 

The  soul  its  bourne;  of  that  wherein  'tis  dight 
The  form,  the  colour,  texture  to  disclose  ; 

And — fair  affinity  ! — through  cunning  screen 
Of  careless  years  insistent  passage  won — 
Then  ministers  to  covert  all  unseen 

By  joy  that  never  as  intensely  shone. 
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INNOCENCE. 

FLOWERS  upon  daisied  ground  carelessly  thrown  ; 
Flowers  'mong  its  grasses  so  perfectly  grown ; 
Children  that  gather  them — may-time  from  May — 
Happy  in  winning  and  wishing  away. 

Happy  and  innocent,  pure  of  intent, 

Love  all  the  thought  of  them,  cherished  or  shent  ; 

Fair  as  the  fountain  its  waters,  but  I, 

Ah,  if  /  gather  and  leave  aught  to  die  ! 
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ADMONITION. 

WE,  woe-enlightened,  would  another  aid 

On  life's  delusive  ways  ; 
Would  utterly  avert  by  what  we  paid 

Demand  of  future  days. 

Another's  harvest  of  foreseen  regret 
Experience  would  prevent  ; 

We'd  timely  with  the  warning  warn  that  yet 
Reminds  us  to  repent. 

Whose  failure  ?  unto  ears  that  hearken  not, 

Ascribe  the  lesser  blame ; 
To  them  attuned,  they  would  consider  what 

Makes  inharmonious  claim. 
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CROSS-JOURNEYING. 

"ALAS  for  kindness  !  kindness,  righteous  Heaven  ! 

More  hurt  than  healing,  rather  chill  than  cheer, 
Than  blessing  bitterness — assistance  given ! — 

O  rather  than  to  good  to  evil  near! 

A  dole's  withdrawal  something  to  resent ; 

The  dole  but  merit,  life's  but  meagre  share, 
Of  no  account  the  giver  :  I  repent 

The  comforting  perverse  petitioner." 

Came  the  voice  nearer  ?  nay,  another  took, 
Another  by  its  sweetness,  hereward  way  : 

"Alas  God's  benefits  !  so  ill  they  brook, 
Who  knew  its  glory,  the  decline  of  day!" 
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ENGLAND. 

COMPANIONS  of  a  ragged  hedgerow,  elms 
Join  fence  to  fence,  and  on  the  grass  they  guard 
Are  group  how  gracious !  contrast  to  the  oak, 
Of  breadth  enough  for  loneness,  burly  oak, 
Proud  cousin  to  the  hawthorn,  scent  and  taste ; 
Resemblance  grateful  to  the  busy  mouths 
Of  sheep  that  space  the  pastures,  profit  served 
As  well  by  cropping  and  by  wandering  kine, 
And  clouds  on  fitful  mirror  :  England  ? — yes — 
Again  in  England  ! — it  is  only  there 
That  sward  has  such  enfoldment,  such  content 
Of  sparse,  consummate  planting  ;  only  there 
That  angles  tell  of  loveliness  without 
Nature's  abundant  knowledge  how  to  deck 
With  high  and  low,  with  forest  tree  and  briar. 
In  yearning  for  the  mountains  some  have  died, 
And  some  been  weary  for  withholden  sea  ; 
And  lovers  are  there,  sick  for  home,  who  pine 
For  England's  beauty,  England's  English  fields. 
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MY  SISTER  ADA  NEWTON. 

WORDS  ! — may  words  give  likeness  of  thee  !- 

Ere  I  close  bereaved  eyes — 
Never,  sister,  to  behold  thee, 

Plead  they  to  the  azurest  skies ! 

Though  no  verse  exist  for  praising, 

Charm  of  poesy  was  thine — 
Thine  the  width,  the  fervour,  sweetness 

Of  its  noblest,  loveliest  line. 

Beauteous  thou  as  pensive  upland, 
Wreathed  with  flowers  of  fairest  hue, 

Thrilled  by  hum  and  chant  melodious, 
Unto  vernal  voices  due ! 

Generous  as  the  comeliest  autumn — 
Spread  with  wealth  of  gracious  meed  ! 

Gain  of  thine  abandoned  could'st  thou 
Pleasure  friend,  or  lessen  need — 

Will ! — in  will  thou  knew'st  no  limit, 

In  fulfilment  little  lack — 
Nor,  aggrieved,  to  blot  a  kindness, 

Would'st  in  thought  e'er  travel  back. 
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Trustful — 'tis  the  faithful  trusteth ! — 
Trustful  as  the  lark  that  wings 

From  the  ground  its  upward  mission, 
And  of  brood  and  safety  sings. 

Thankful — straightway  smallest  service 

To  adornful  presence  grown  ! 
As  a  soil's  perfection  bloometh 

Seed  therein  so  humbly  sown. 

And  forgiving — smiles  as  surely 
From  thee  as  from  meadow  wou — 

Tender,  vivid — cloud  forgotten 
If  but  rift  revealed  the  sun ! 

O  the  solace  to  remember — 
Day  of  noon  and  setting,  o'er — 

Worth — O  heart !  how  true  its  throbbing  !- 
To  avail  thee  evermore  ! 
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QUATRAINS. 


BUDDED. 

THE  Birch  with  palpable,  virescent  breath 
Again  of  budded  beauty  whispereth ; 
First  vernal  breathings  to  be  breathed  away 
By  forest-fulness  :  wait  the  impassioned  day ! 


RESEMBLANCE. 

As  glory  of  the  dawn  and  that  of  eve 
Their  separate  crimson  from  the  sun  receive, 
So  peace  and  passion,  as  divergent,  prove 
One  source  in  thee,  O  rosy,  lurid  love ! 


INFLUENCE. 

As  we  appoint,  is  Nature's  mood,  you  say ; 
As  though  inconstancy  were  hard  to  find  : 
What  object  is  too  steadfast  for  the  mind 

To  gloom  or  gladden  as  'tis  grave  or  gay  ! 
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APRIL. 

BUDS  knitted  and  unknitted  'neath  my  gaze ; 

Russet  at  first,  then  red,  then  green  and  rent 
By  leaflets  that  uncurled  with  such  delays 

As  made  fulfilment  something  to  resent. 


MAY. 

THE  snowy  petals  of  the  hawthorn  bloom 
So  pressed  for  notice  that  in  passing  by 

I  stayed  to  bless  them  :  in  their  odorous  room 
What  beauty  could  the  Spring  thus  beautify ! 


LIKENESS. 

HERE,  there,  a  plenished  calyx  ruddily 

Disclosed  between  its  parted  green  and  green 
A  rose's  budding,  like  the  rosy  seen 

At  dawn  amid  an  eastward  shrubbery. 
76 


DISCARDED  LOVE. 

LOTH  to  depart,  like  lustre  lingering  yet 
When  all  that's  vivid  of  the  sun  has  set, 
Pensive  his  smile,  Love  journeys  slow  of  pace, 
With  glance  still  wistful,  with  still  winsome  grace. 


CONTRAST. 

HERE  glowing  pines  and  gleaming  birches  belt 
From  further  plenteous  prospect  trampled  mead. 

Commended  barrier  !  ruddy,  silvery  dealt 

As  though  to  charm  me  East  and  West  agreed. 


WISHES. 

WOULD  evil  were  undone !  'tis  well  to  say, 
Than  bane  be  barrenness !  but  duteous  day, 
To  beauty  leal,  no  moment  wish  away : 
Of  generous  deed  be  yea,  forever  yea  ! 
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REMEDY. 

BY  Knowledge  wounded,  well  erewhile  amid 
Yet  easy  sacrifice,  with  homage  run, 

Quick  to  the  wounder  :  of  your  pain  be  rid 
By  service  at  efficient  bidding  done ! 


REGRET. 


REGRET  is  to  content  what  tint  on  tint 
By  valley,  hill,  and  plain  is  greenery 
Compared  with  interspersed  resplendent  dye : 

Nature  and  man  alike  in  store  and  stint. 


INCOMPETENCE. 


To  quicken  love,  deed  upon  deed  that's  fair 
And  constant  to  its  sweetness,  shall  avail 
But  ill  save  in  the  doer,  doomed  to  rail 

Against  such  confortless  impassioner. 
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DEPARTING  JOY. 

UNMARKED  at  noon,  the  sun  at  its  decline 
Sheds  gold  on  skies  astonished, 'minding  us 
Of  joy  that  in  departing  pictured  thus 

Resplendence  at  whose  hearth  we  lay  supine. 


EFFECT. 


EQUAL  in  grace,  of  kindred  colour  proud, 
In  sympathy  the  sky  and  water's  hue : 

Azure  to  azure,  sheen  where  silvery  cloud 
A  sea  of  silver  to  the  horizon  drew. 


FAME. 

ONLY  a  name — the  ghost  of  anyone — 
Vicarious  labour — and  for  whose  renown  ? 

Found  fair  enough  for.  Beauty,  thus  undone, 
Contented  poet  were  to  lose  his  crown. 
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MEMORIES. 

ARISE  from  the  enfeebling  sympathy 

That  feeds  you  with  rebuke  of  suffered  wrong! 

Away  sick  ministry !  or  else  belong 
To  such  as  revel  in  infirmity. 


ASK  SORROW. 

ABOUT  the  sequent  story  of  your  sighs 
But  vainly  busy,  to  relate  it  ask 
A  now  confronted  sorrow,  easy  task 

To  viewless  comrade  who  had  seeing  eyes. 


WANT  AND  WOE. 


WHAT  call  for  sympathy !  bereaved  and  poor ! 

We  run  with  riches,  ready  to  bestow ; 

And  thence  me  thinks  such  self  contentment  know 
As  dwarfs  what  yet  lamenting  hearts  endure. 
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DAWN. 

DAWN,  like  a  nun  in  gloom  and  glimmer  dight, 
O'er  path  impeded  by  resistent  night, 
A  smile  her  herald,  comes  sick  eyes  to  close 
And  steep  the  watcher  in  divine  repose. 


"AN  INFINITE  CAPACITY  FOR 
TAKING  PAINS." 

LABOUR  grown  arrogant,  be  more  than  this, 
A  servant  it  were  ruin  to  dismiss ! 
Beneath  her  coronal  contracted  brows, 
Share  of  her  dais  Genius  disallows. 


SELFISM. 

A  WRONG  less  sorrowed  than  in  us  the  pain 
Of  faulty  doing,  is  how  often  twain  ; 
But  sorrowed  as  the  sadder,  sin  and  stain 
Were  rid — forgotten  self — of  half  their  bane. 
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SUCCESS. 


READ  others  for  the  gladness  ;  ay,  and  gain  ; 
Regarded  height  is  impulse  to  attain  : 
But  to  propitiate  a  courted  Muse, 
Thy  fairest  self  as  model,  poet,  use  ! 


CHARACTER. 

NOT  by  the  sorrowed,  but  the  sorrower 
Shall  wisdom  prophecy  the  ways  of  grief 
Behold  how  for  the  noble  it  is  brief, 

And  for  the  ignoble  a  sustained  despair ! 


SACRIFICE. 


BEYOND  intent  thou  reachest  more  than  aught 
Beside  thee  that  embodies  human  thought : 
Supernal  Sacrifice,  to  goal  of  thine 
What  prophet  shall  the  lengthening  way  divine  ! 
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LAND  AND  SEA. 

GREEN  with  cloud-shadow,  white  with  sea-churned 

foam 
Wend   west-ward  waves — waves? — floating  lambs 

they  seem, 

Such  lambs  as  o'er  a  wind  swept  greenery  roam, 
And  'gainst  the  billowy  wreathing  softly  gleam. 


SUNSET. 

A  FIELD  of  poppies  has  not  ruddier  sheen 
Away  across  a  kine-enamelled  green, 
Than  from  a  cloud's  to  night  emblazoned  brink 
Looks  into  waters  sunset  stoops  to  drink. 


SEASCAPE. 

BEYOND  the  thin  horizon's  doubtful  range 

There  journeyed,  as  it  seemed,  triumphant  light 
Alas  that  faltering,  that  exhausted  sight 

Should  from  persuing  travel  me  estrange  ! 


AT  ONE. 

So  common  are  they,  none  have  day  without 
Sorrow  or  joy;  now  joy,  now  sorrow  given  ; 
Each  long  enough  for  like  offence  to  Heaven 

Belief  with  joy  at  one,  with  sorrow,  doubt. 


REVELATION. 

His  gaze  for  more  than  hers  went  by  unmarked; 

Her  gaze  whose  blindness  she  to  day  reproves  ; 
Upon  a  river's  sunless  wave  embarked, 

Woe-wakened  to  the  love  from  which  she  roves ! 


DISILLUSION. 


AT  life's  fair  dawn,  to  see  across  its  grey 

The  flash  of  evil — father,  mother  there- 
upon the  tender  promise  what  dismay  ! 
Of  aught  imacculate  a  child's  despair  ! 
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THE  IMPOSSIBLE. 

I. 

THOU  envious  cloud  that  would'st  extinguish  day ! 

Wrap  earth  in  darkness  !  as  the  silly  soul 
Would  wrap  its  being,  all  itself  unsay, 

To  make  of  nothingness  a  moment's  goal ! 


THE  IMPOSSIBLE. 

II. 

O  CLOUD  and  soul ;  mistaken,  vain  essay ! 

A  moment's  darkness — were  the  darkness  won- 
And  thought  would  thread  it  or  insistent  sun- 
Denial  of  or  light  or  life's  delay. 


SELF-LOVE. 


WE  worship  self  in  bitterness  of  heart, 

Who  erewhile  worshipped  with  believing  love 

Dethronement  the  unpardonable  smart 
Of  sin  we  for  contempt  of  us  reprove. 
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TIME. 

A  PAST  and  Future  fill  the  life  of  man  ; 
Time,  to  divide  them,  doing  what  it  can, 
Of  cry  must  miss  the  echo ;  did  it  flee 
Nor  back,  nor  forward  'twere  eternity ! 


CONTRAST. 

How  judge  of  sorrow  and  its  pain  unless 
With  help  of  joy !  to  joy  how  justice  mete 

Without  compare  of  sadness  !  though  excess 
Be  thence  of  what  is  bitter,  what  is  sweet  ! 


SEA  AND  SKY. 


A  PRECIPICE  of  cloud  as  full  of  night 

As  an  ascending  pinewood's  ebon  plume, 

Reached  from  divided  sea  to  skies  alight ; 
Their  gates  of  silver  shut  against  the  gloom. 
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A  GLITTERING  SEA. 

STARS  unconditioned  for  the  midnight  sky 
Now  flash  and  fail  and  flash  aslant  the  sea  , 
A  sword-play  in  the  waters ;  never  steel 
Did  thrust  or  parry  more  effulgent  deal. 


DIEPPE. 

TWIXT  cloud  and  cloud  that  narrowed  shining  sea, 

I  saw  the  passage  of  ethereal  sail ; 

Ethereal  by  remoteness  and  the  veil 
Of  light  that  hid  its  last  tenuity. 


UNTUTORED. 

I. 

DEAR  child,  alas  that  she  should  reap  despair, 
Perplexed  when  cheek  to  turn,  make  words  but  fair! 
Alas  that  Christ's  commandment  should  confuse 
A  heart  that  would  for  Him  its  beauty  use ! 
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IMPEDED. 

II. 
ALAS  that  any  child  should  lack  avail 

Of  guidance  to  her  goal  of  purity  ! 
Alas  ! — irate  alas  ! — that  lips  should  rail 

Against  her  for  unreached  consistency  ! 


EXPERIENCE. 

FOREVER  dying  and  forever  born, 

Wealth  she  accumulates,  but  leaves  no  heir 
We  with  Experience  must  newly  fare 

As  with  the  day  we  fare  from  greyest  morn. 


LOVE. 


LOYE  sigheth  where  he  listeth  like  the  wind, 
And  that  he  listeth  seldom  knoweth  why; 
Another  may  not  loosen  him  or  bind, 
And  evilly  used  he  puts  the  rescuer  by. 
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EFFORT. 

THEIR  failures,  who  would  tell  except  to  God ! 
Whose  smile  thereon,  more  golden  than  success, 
Is  pardon  to  a  path  but  vainly  trod, 

And  with  drooped  eyelids  save  for  such  redress. 


COMPLETENESS. 

IN  love,  in  letters,  or  in  sovereignty 
When  of  perfection  the  delight  is  won, 

Thereunto  head  and  heart  did  equally 
The  manner  of  fulfilment  fix  upon. 


GRATITUDE. 


So  fair  the  feast,  in  number  unsurpassed 
By  blossom  buoyant  on  a  windy  way, 

Speed  words  of  gratitude  ;  but  come  a  fast, 
Blown  petals  are  less  free  of  yesterday. 
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ESTIMATE. 

Wi  FH  trial  upon  patient  trial  test 
The  cord  that  to  extreme  tenuity 

You'd  fondly  stretch  in  self  negation,  lest 
It  snap  against  the  strain  irreparably. 


SUNDERED. 

NOT  sorrow,  but  departed  youth  it  is 

That  puts  us,  changeless  Spring,  from  April-joy 
Erewhile  was  comfort  of  thy  sweet  employ, 

But  youth  and  age  yet  lack  a  common  bliss. 


NATURE. 

NOT  unto  us  indebted,  Nature  shows 
Indebtment  to  Another's  love;  designed 
By  Love  her  beauty,  and  by  love  divined, 

Joy  quickened  in  her  presence,  justly  knows. 
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STILLNESS. 

FROM  the  horizon  shut  by  clouds  that  bore 
From  base  to  summit  sunset  flame,  the  sea 

Lay  curdled  into  quiet,  as  in  awe 
Of  empire  to  dispute  its  sovereignty. 


INORDINATE  AFFECTION. 


UNDUE  from  petted  source  now  sad  estate, 
From  petted  source  undue,  yet  just  withal ; 
Fit  punishment  for  sin  we  virtue  call, 

The  subtle  sin  of  love  inordinate  ! 


MIXED  MOTIVES. 

"MIXED  motives,"  was  her  sigh  who  passed  away; 
A  sigh  that — yet  unsighed — but  wins  delay  : 
In  Death's  remindful  presence,  noblest  deed 
Of  due  nobility  will  something  need. 
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AT  FAULT. 

To  ask  for  what  we  speed  not,  is  it  prayer  ? 

Did  any  for  some  giddy  project  dare 

Be  such  inconsequent  petitioner, 

'T would  comment,  how  satirical !  prepare. 


HINDRANCE. 


ANOTHER  than  thy  life  had  made  thee  fair, 
Or  fairer  than,  alas  !  to-day  thou  art  ? 
Unholy  woe  !  with  woe  of  hindrance  part ! 

God  between  dower  and  deed  is  Arbiter. 


UNTIL  THE  HARVEST. 

LET  them,  the  chaff  and  wheat,  together  grow, 
The  while  in  furrow  it  is  only  so ; 
One  till  the  harvest,  till  the  Reaper  free 
The  soul  from  sorrow  that  to-day  must  be. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

THE  Master  to  behold  thee  and  forgive, 

Peter,  whate'er  thy  woe,  there's  worse  than  thine 

Who  past  love's  remedy  are  doomed  to  live, 
To  be  beholden  and  forgiven  pine! 


THE  GLASSY  SEA. 

SUPREME,  serene  antithesis  of  all 
That's  uttered  in  the  ocean's  rise  and  fall 
O  stormless,  unbetraying,  steadfast  sea 
That  paves  the  threshold  of  eternity  ! 


ATONEMENT. 

THE  deed  is  good,  but  cannot  hide 
One  sin,  alas  !  howe'er  it  strive  : 

Albeit  rejoice !  it  will  abide, 
The  sin  will  Christ  forgive. 
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ANSWERS. 

GOD  answers  not,  our  prayer  is  dead 
Is't  we  who  answer ;  are  they  wed, 
Petition  and  permission  said  ? 
Is  cry  to  us  thus  comforted  ? 


CONSCIENCE. 

WE  vice  or  virtue's  sin  deplore,  alas  ! 
O  this  than  that  the  lighter  judgment  has  ! 
Yet  is  the  worker  of  the  larger  woe, 
Yea,  virtue's  in  exacting  soul,  I  trow. 


EXEMPTION. 

FROM  the  entombed  body  pardon  win  ? 

Not  so,  however  tended  be  its  place  ! 

Nor  plead  with  garlands,  nor  despair  of  grace ; 
Forgiven  sinner  has  forgotten  sin  ! 
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SACRIFICE. 

PROFUSE  expenditure  for  petty  gain, 
Not  sacrifice  pronounces  beauteous  : 
Life  loses  symmetry  when  virtue  thus 

Foregoes  the  dignity  of  purchased  pain. 


CONTRITION. 

Too  busy  with  contrition  to  prepare 

Wherewith  to  satisfy  to-morrow's  bourne, 
Occasion  we  prepare  again  to  mourn, 

Remorse  again  a  day's  unfoodful  fare. 


REMEMBRANCE. 

LISTENING  along  the  years,  I  hear  again, 
To  canopy  of  stars  a  child  confide 
Refusal  of  a  task  for  profit  plied; 

She'd  busy  her  for  God,  reward  unta'en. 
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REVISION. 

A  CHILD  the  gracious  giver!  child's  mistake, 
Accepted  for  simplicity's  dear  sake: 
Bees  that  from  laden  side  the  honey  shake, 
So  hiving,  miss  the  source  of  what  they  make. 


PATIENCE. 

To  put  to  prayer  the  date  of  God's  reply, 
And  His  eternal  silence  thence  bemoan, 
Is  worship  at  a  would  be  mounted  Throne, 

The  attitude  command,  not  suppliancy. 


ONE  SINNER  THAT  REPENTETH. 


BUT,  Christ!  what  sorrow  'mid  exultant  love! 
Who  would  not  rather  miss  the  larger  prize 
With  lesser  ninety-nine,  and  spare  the  sighs 

Twice  sad  for  whom  Thy  smiles,  O  twice  approve ! 
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FALSE  APPRAISE. 

PAEANS  unmerited  no  sweetness  bring; 
As  trinkling  cymbal^  sounding  brass  they  ring: 
Than  praise  unrighteous,  be  unrighteous  blame! 
A  wounded  conscience  worse  than  wounded  fame ! 


KNOW  AS  WE  ARE  KNOWN. 

GOD'S  knowledge  of  us  is  more  gain,  I  think, 
Than  shall  be  that  we  know  Him — who  but  shrink 
From  the  supposal  of  an  action  shown, 
A  word,  a  thought  but  at  the  Judgement  Throne. 


DISCOMFITURE. 


SUCH  shock  and  rending  as  a  thunder  cloud 

Receives  throughout  its  blackness,  shook  my  soul, 

That  knew  itself  an  ingrate  while  so  loud 
'Gainst  poor  acceptance  of  what  puny  dole ! 
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DIFFICULTY. 

REFUSING  range  and  roughness,  possible 
It  is  of  censure  to  live  calmly  free : 

Choose  blame  upon  the  mountain,  if  to  tell 
Of  travel  stain,  to  tell  of  service  be  ! 


THE  SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 


WHO  has  not  'fore  thy  dreaded  shadow,  Death, 
In  fear  as  well  of  passion,  held  his  breath, 
Lest  desperate  sighing  should  his  soul  bereave 
Of  else  than  sorrow  wherein  to  believe. 


SOURCE. 


THE  universe  behold,  nor  God  adore ! 
Refer  it  to  no  Glory  thence  conceived ! 
More  stubborn  than  the  pagan,  who  believed 
The  sun's  rays  heated  at  its  burning  core. 
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CONSEQUENCE. 

THE  children  suffer  for  the  father's  sin! 
Distressful  prophesy!  no  word  therein 
Albeit  of  anger :  nor  to  anger  trace 
The  woe  that  in  ourselves  has  natal  place! 


INCONSISTENCY. 

IF  ready  to  rejoice  at  joy  denied, 
When  certain  of  foretold  futility, 

Why  the  as  possible  event  deride 
Of  sorrow  to  be  thanked  eternally ! 


DEATH. 


TWICE  is  there  parting,  O  impatient  Death! 
Once  when  we  listen  to  aloofful  breath, 
And  then  for  ever  till  the  sun  shall  set 
Upon  us  also  who  must  pay  the  debt. 
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SACRED  PIECES. 
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SHALL  WE  REMEMBER? 

SHALL  we  remember 

Smile  and  tear, 
The  tender  weal, 

The  woe  as  dear; 
Shall  we  behold 
The,  things  of  old, 

And  softly  praise 

Their  chequered  days  ? 

Shall  we  remember? 

Could  it  be 
That  Christ  forgot, 

We  should  as  He, 
O  ne'er  recall 
Ere  shroud  and  pall 

Abiding  good, 

A  furnished  rood  ! 

Christ  must  remember: 

Else  on  earth 
All  that  He  gave 

Were  cancelled  worth : 
Transcendent  tale 
103 


Of  no  avail 

Or  Bethlehem's  glee, 
Or  Calvary. 

We  shall  remember : 

Prayers  we  say, 
Based  on  remembrance, 

Put  away 
Hazard  to  lose 
The  life  we  use, 

Committed  now 

To  hand  and  brow. 
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"All  is  not  lost. . . .  Thou  art  a  man,  not  God. 
Thou  art  flesh  and  not  an  angel." 

GRACIOUS  counsellor,  consoler, 

Sensitive  to  every  sigh, 
O  the  tenderness  that  drew  him 
To  apply 

Cunning  balm !  we  smile  repeating, 

Not  as  angel  are  we  fair ; 
Smile  therewith  to  be  forbidden 
To  despair 

As  an  angel  were  he  fallen 

From  august,  familiar  height ; 

As  a  God  once  less  than  Godhead 

In  His  sight. 

God  nor  angel!  yet  in  smiling 
At  so  trite  a  truth  averred, 
All  as  much  we  smile  for  gladness  : 
Aidful  word 

Wrote  a  Kempis,  subtle  teacher; 
Human  range  so  clearly  shown 
As  to  hush  in  yearning  bosom 

Witless  moan. 
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"LIKE  ONE  OF  THESE." 

NOT  Solomon,  the  goal  of  wondering  eyes, 
Was  gifted  with  the  power 

That  in  thee  lies  : 

However  splendid,  wisdom  cannot  wear 
As  thine,  selected  flower, 
Attire  so  fair. 


But  pure  and  beautiful,  another  may, 
Because  of  eulogy, 
Have  such  array: 

Than  love,  O  Lily !  it  was  never  said 
That  thou  more  gloriously 
Art  garmented. 
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SHADOW  OF  DEATH. 


WHO  steppeth  toward  the  sun, 
In  travel  shadow-free, 

Is  careless  of  the  gloom 
He  turneth  not  to  see. 

Than  where  it  backward  falls, 
Nowhither  may  it  go ; 

As  innocent  of  bane 

Death's  shadow  falleth  so. 
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HAPPINESS. 

"HAVE  I  not  immortality 

Where  God  himself  is  love !" 
So  Love,  in  sweet  and  stern  reply 

To  lips  athirst  to  prove 

Some  shown  sufficient  happiness 

In  vowed  celestial  bliss; 
Or  thought  or  fancy  profitless, 

Or  Sacred-page  in  this. 

Alas  that  travel  far  or  near 

Should  end  in  new  despair! 
Heaven,  how  divide  it  from  the  fear 

Of  being  homeless  there? 

Love,  stern  and  sweet :  "your  song  erewhile 

Acclaimed  love's  fulness;  no 
Mischance  you  sang  could  pale  its  smile 

Unless  itself  must  go; 

Twas  glee,  'twas  goodness,  glory;  why 

From  me  then  sadly  rove? 
Have  I  not  immortality 

Where  God  Himself  is  Love!" 
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GIVING  OF  THANKS. 


WE  give  Thee ;  nay, 
O  God,  tis  Thou 
Who  must  allow 

Our  thanks  to  pay 
Thee  homage  high 
With  ne'er  a  sigh 

To  win  their  way. 

Hereunto,  grace, 
Yea  o'er  and  o'er 
Essential  more 

Than  when  its  place 
Is  with  the  prayer 
Doth  needs  prefer 

With  covered  face. 
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THE  UNKNOWN  MAN. 

WHOM  we  ignorantly  worship, 

Know  we  whom? 
The  perfection  fondly  pictured, 

Does  the  tomb 
Now  withhold,  or  is  the  being 

That  we  love 
He  whom  tested  time  and  story 

Peerless  prove? 

Else  unequal  in  Him  only 

Shall  we  find 
What  unduly  of  another 

Is  divined? 
With  death-heightened  beauty,  shall  we 

Only  there — 
We,  the  world  in  aspiration — 

Win  compare? 

Goal  of  fancy  thought  and  feeling, 

Harvest  meet, 
There  the  spirit's  satisfaction 

Made  complete: 
From  the  loved,  the  lost  shall  worship 

Be  dismissed? 
Is  our  ignorant  devotion 

Unto  Christ? 
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CONSUMMATION. 

No  sin,  no  stain — 
O  banished  bane 

Beyond  death's  portal ! 
Though  else  that's  pain 
Were  with  the  gain, 

Yea,  pain  immortal ! 


SUPREMACY. 

IN  the  kingdom  where  the  Throne  is, 

Will  renewed  amazement  be 
Given  to  greatness,  not  to  goodness, 
Shall  we  see, 

With  else  subjugated  wonder, 

Greatness  robe  it  as  our  world 
Is  with  beauty  robed,  its  fulness 
Far  unfurled ; 

Rivered  plain,  and  heights  and  hollows 

To  the  ringing  rim  of  sight, 
Wreathed  with  verdure's  rare  devices 
Of  delight. 

Shall  we  upon  death's  fair  summit, 

In  a  scene  supernal,  say. 
Woven  of  greatness  is  the  glory, 

Or— that  Day- 
Rapture  of  exact  perception ! — 

From  such  vantage  sharply  new, 
No  horizon's  mortal  limit 
In  our  view, 
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Say,  as  throughly  very  goodness 
Very  greatness  overshines, 
As  the  moon  a  star  remoteness 
Scarce  defines  ? 

Goodness  regnant !  this  the  meaning, 
This  the  joy  of  questioned  mood, 
Conscious  only  of  adoring 
Gratitude. 

Sudden,  swift  as  winds  that  safely 

Some  ecstatic  wing  upbear, 
Sweet  as  winds  whose  gathered  fragrance 
Fills  the  air. 
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GOD'S  GIFTS. 

"DEARER  the  gift,  O  Lord,  restored  to  Thee. 

Than  else  Thou  givest,  only  useable 
For  pleasures  that  in  pleasing  gleam  and  die, 

Nor  leave  of  fleeting  glory  aught  to  tell 
Save  shadows  on  unquiet  memory." 

One  holy,  one  unholy  !  to  select 

Where  lies  permission  ?  is  it  less  divine, 

This  than  that  mercy,  or  do  we  respect 
And  hinder  equal  chances  ?  gift  of  Thine 

We  worship  with,  or,  Lord,  the  power  reject. 
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JUDGMENT. 

AT  time's  decree, 
To-day  upon  a  face 

Offences  huddle  that  erewhile  had  place 
Only  in  coverts  as  entombed  as  those 

The  boughs  enclose 
That  arch  with  span  on  span 
Some  forest  aisle. 
Beneath  a  smile, 

As  empty  of  the  soul  as  summer  glow 
Is  empty,  verdure-barred,  of  all  below, 
The  bane  began, 
Now  openly 

In  eyes,  on  mouth  and  brow, 
Constrained  by  ill  communion  to  avow, 
O  guilt  may  never  more 
Be  covered  o'er ! 

Itself  the  book, 
As  in  a  face  to  day, 

To-morrow  on  the  veilless  soul  instead 
Will  doings  irrefutably  be  read  ? 

The  foul  and  fair 
Line  by  conclusive  line 
Recorded  there, 


As  dint  by  dint, 

Along  the  travel  of  a  common  way 
Are  sheep  and  goat  recorded  by  the  feet 
That  interlace 
Distinctive  print  ? 
Unable  on  God  to  look, 
Will  God  the  verdict  of  the  soul  repeat — 
At  its  appraise  assign 
Consistent  place  ? 


And  if  this  be, 
To-morrow,  so  to  name 
Undying  Day,  will  soul  have  dawn  and  noon, 
Noon  to  eternity  thereafter  won  ? 

Will  chequered  light 
'Mid  cloudless  radiancy 
Grow  wholly  bright  ? 
Supernal  gain, 

Endowment  of  the  dawn,  a  dawn  by  death 
Delayed  as  little  as  the  glory  breath 
Has  power  to  stain  : 

A  dawn  no  sun 
Arises  to  acclaim  : 

Will  God  upon  the  soul  such  noontide  look, 
And  this  the  soul  then  brook  ? 
The  last,  best  boon  ! 

110 


THE  TRINITY. 


ONE  God  in  Three,  and  in  the  Three  but  One. 
Profundity  illumined,  gracious  day, 
By  so  much  light  as  with  its  golden  rims 
The  symmetry  of  else  preventive  cloud  : 
But  thread  of  glory,  scintillant  with  gain 
Of  steady  credance,  though  the  cloud  removed 
Never  its  gloom,  to  leave  inviolate 
Complete  resplendence  of  discovered  sun. 
From  source  as  positive,  as  palely  proved, 
As  little  plenteous  and  as  largely  leal, 
Hindered  as  greatly  and  as  worthy  faith, 
There  of  the  Trinity  presentment  shone  ; 
By  reason  of  full  failure  to  conceive 
Of  word  or  thought  or  pray-emitted  sigh 
Another  than  immutable  appraise, 
Irreferable  meed  of  praise  and  blame 
Thrice  uttered  or  at  once  Triune-decree. 
Divine  unlikeness  of  ourselves  who  fail 
To  get  twice  uttered  estimate  of  deed, 
Ideal,  effort,  motive,  range  in  man, 
Aspect  to  equalize  unequal  sight, 
From  yearning  hearts  a  beat  to  each  the  same  ; 
Distressful  solitude,  whereby  to  frame 
What  grand  antithesis  !  the  imperfect  sure 
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Of  somewhere  throned  Perfection,  suffered  need 
Directed  to  the  plenitude  of  Heaven, 
The  Unity  of  Godhead,  One  and  Three ; 
One  Vision  to  perceive  us  what  we  are  ; 
No  variance  in  us  slight  as  starlight  shows, 
Or  trembles  in  the  twilight  eve  and  dawn, 
Or  chilly  moment  comes  to  knitted  bloom, 
To  prisoned  leaflet,  to  unquickened  seed — 
Benignant  Mystery  !  mysterious  bliss  ! 
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TO-MORROW. 

Too  chilly  for  our  being 

Is  the  fear 
Of  spirit  unto  spirit 

Newly  near, 
And  loss  therewith,  alas  !  of 

What  was  dear. 

Suppose  such  tribulation, 

Likeness  lacked, 
Withhold  would  it  the  presence, 

Full,  exact, 
Of  whom  we  mourn  the  stillness, 

Speech  and  act  ? 

The  portraiture  embosomed, 

Is  it  right 
To  credit  save  in  outline 

Such  as  night 
Gives  graciously  to  comfort 

Hindered  sight, 

Ere  morn  upon  the  woodland's 
Fair  extent, 
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Upon  the  trees'  proportions 

Tells  the  bent 
Of  beauty,  all  the  grandeur 

Verdure  sprent  ? 

Such  definite  presentment 

Yesterday, 
And  such  preventive  darkness 

In  our  way, 
Albeit  that  never  darkly 

Said  us  nay, 

But  wed  itself  to  fancy, 

At  whose  call 
Was  decked  the  steadfast  stature, 

All  in  all 
The  same  whatever  decking 

Might  befall. 

The  same  that  shall  to-morrow 

Surely  be 
An  outline  to  convince  us 

Utterly, 
In  spite  of  intercepted 

Sympathy. 
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To-morrow,  yea,  the  stature 

Fondly  seen ; 
Authentic,  craved  renewal 

'Mid  the  sheen 
Of  feared  celestial  glory, 

Fain,  I  ween, 

To  mingle  consummation 

With  the  old 
Caressed,  sufficient  gladness, 

Till,  behold, 
They  seem  the  past  by  angel 

Lips  re-told ! 
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"BE  NOT  AFRAID.' 

BE  not  afraid : 
And  if  distress 
A  little  show 
Christ's  suffered  woe, 
He  now  no  less, 
To  sorrow's  aid, 

Does  it  pervade — 
O  grief  allied 
To  His !  behold 
How  some  were  cold, 
And  some  defied, 
And  one  betrayed, 

And  was  afraid : 
And  one  supine — 
His  little  love 
Too  weak  to  prove 
Supernal  sign — 
Dissent  obeyed, 

And  was  afraid : 
And  one,  O  Christ ! 
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Forgat  his  word, 
Whose  sigh  is  heard 
With  eyes  amist, 
And  bowed  head, 


And  heart  dismayed. 
Be  ours  to  hear 
Thee  yet  dismiss 
All  fear  that  is, 
Except  the  fear 
To  be  afraid ! 


"HE  THAT  IS  NOT  AGAINST 
US  IS  WITH  US." 

CONTENT  if  not  against  Him  ! 

Proudly  yearn 
To  emulate  His  mercy, 

Worth  adore, 
Yet  never  with  petition 

To  Him  turn 
Who  taught  thee  all  thy  virtue 

O'er  and  o'er ! 


Though  merit,  in  the  Saviour 

Give  thee  part ; 
By  other  than  thy  doings 

Unsustained, 
Fear  yet  to  be  against  Him ; 

Fear  a  smart 
Thus  sore  enough  to  sadden 

Pardon  gained  ! 
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CARETH  HE  FOR  US? 

A  BOOK'S  redeemful  close, 
Perused  by  other  eyes, 

We  told  therewith,  suppose, 
Of  quickly  finished  sighs — 

Before  relief  aware 
Of  laughter  to  prevail, 

Though  ill  at  times  they  fare 
Who  grace  recorded  tale, 

No  sorrow  we  pretend — 

Less  held  by  loss  than  gain — 

Because  of  glorious  end, 
But  trivial  present  pain  ! 

How  is  it  God  can  brook 
The  sight  of  human  grief  ? 

He  on  the  goal  can  look, 
And  knows  the  running  brief. 

Knows  of  eternal  bliss — 
So  near  elate-employ — 

Me  seemeth  it  is  this 
That  guardeth  Heaven's  joy  ! 
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So  steadfast !  whence  the  cry 
To  drown  unproven  claim 
Of  God  and  good  the  same  ? 

Unsoothed  the  sigh, 

How  piteous,  when  you  told 
Of  sorrow,  and  for  aid 
With  mother-anguish  prayed : 

One  dead,  behold, 

What  is  there  to  atone 
For  grief  a  myriad  bore, 
To-day  the  unclosing  sore, 

Alas,  your  own ! 

One  'gainst  a  myriad,  how 
The  measure  understand ! 
So  well  the  world  was  planned, 

So  well,  and  now — 

Away  with  Fatherhood  ! 
It  was  not  you  who  wept, 
You  were  from  trials  kept 

When  God  was  good. 


128 


AN  ANSWER. 


READING  upon  a  powerful  page  the  thought, 
That  here  there  is  a  wound  the  wounds  of  Christ 
Give  lonely  place  to,  never  hearth  being  His, 

As  for  the  mirth  and  misery  of  man 

"The  hearth  love's  altar,  where  in  worship  smile, 
And  weep  how  many !  love  its  bliss  and  bane, 
Its  sob  and  solace !  love  whose  depth  decides 
The  depth  of  suffering  be  the  trial's  name 
Or  parting,  or  bereavement,  or,"  I  cried, 
"The  cited  anguish,  the  consummate  cup, 
Twice  bitter  unto  twice  partaking  lips, 
Red  with  the  sigher  and  the  sinner's  blood, 
As  His  were  red  Who  drank  renewless  dregs  : 
Hearth  meaning  love,  enkindled  so  its  Same, 
Love  sorrow's  measurement,  considered  thus, 
How  chief  in  love,  could  Christ  be  less  in  woe !" 
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CONDEMNATION. 

STERNEST  censor  ? — not  the  Saviour- 

With  thee  why  it  is  not  well, 
Ask  the  sighs  that  but  of  chiding 
Coldly  tell. 

To  thyself,  as  to  another, 

If  relentless,  trespass  see  : 
Art  thou  Judge  or  is  the  Master  ? 
Surely  He ! 
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PERCHANCE. 


THE  storied  glee 
Of  love  might  be 

And  vaunted  glow ; 

But  only  joy 
Within  her  born, 

The  sweet  employ 
Of  cloudless  morn 

Seemed  fair  to  know. 


With  wayward  mirth 
She  chid  who  sued, 

Yet  it  befell, 

When  he  had  found 

In  other's  worth 
His  being's  bound, 
That  all  unwooed 

She  loved  him  well. 


Her  eyes  then  full 

Of  regal  state, 
Of  sun  and  star 
And  blossom,  but 

Beheld  through  gate 


Herself  had  shut, 

Nor  thence  could  pull 

One  belting  bar. 

And  such,  she  thought, 
In  death  may  be, 
From  blindness  free, 

Repentant,  I 
May  sadly  come 
With  loving's  sum 

When  Christ  who  sought 

Has  passed  me  by  ; 

Has  said  me  nay 

Whose  all  in  all, 

Renewless  call, 
It  were  to  hear 
And  straight  obey 

The  gracious  word, 
O  dread  and  dear  ! 

How  vainly  heard. 

Unkind  access, 
Love's  tenderness 
Again,  again 
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More  tender  then 
Than  love  wherein 

There  had  erewhile 
Been  worth  to  win 

Eternal  smile. 


What  direr  goal, 

Profounder  gloom, 
Than  if  a  soul, 
By  Christ  dismissed — 

Entreated  erst — 

Should,  quenchless  thirst, 
In  loving  Christ 

Have  endless  doom ! 


133 


THE  CRADLED  CHRIST. 

THE  cradled  Christ ! 

His  birth's  commemoration  myriads  keep : 

Whose  lips  have  kissed 

Lips  new  to  kisses,  in  the  sweetness  steep 

Dear  Bethlehem's  claim  : 

But  Calvary,  tearful  Calvary  does  not  gain 

Consistent  fame 

Of  voices  to  outsing  the  Christmas  strain  ! 


EQUIPMENT. 

FATHER,  Father  strongly  lead  me 
To  the  Saviour's  breasted  hill, 

There  by  sacrifice  to  render 
Homage  to  Thy  sternest  will : 

Thither,  Father,  having  led  me 
To  the  paths  that  knew  His  love ; 

Lest  of  tenderness  forgetful, 
Sacrifice  an  alien  prove. 


"TO  SHOW  US  THE  FATHER." 

GOD  unpossessed 
Of  that  whereon  we  know  to  rest, 
Would  of  our  love  yet  lack  the  best, 

The  feet  of  Christ 

By  us  unkissed. 

At  this  our  day — 

To  quench  in  thought  Eternal-Ray — 
Upon  the  traversed  Eastern  way 

No  pathway  bright 

With  storied  Light, 

With  granted  heed 
Of  human  frailty,  human  need, 
Concern,  consolement  whence  to  lead 

Earth  to  confess 

Heaven's  tenderness. 


Revealment's  sum, 

What  pain  to  dream  it  is  not  come  !- 
O  drained  cup  leaves  suffering  dumb 
A  cup  we  think 
Twice  ta'en  to  drink. 
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Who  sorroweth 

The  anguish  of  disdainful  death, 
With  every  grief  affliction  hath, 

Is  conscious  too 

Of  Other's  rue. 


Supernal  Brow ! 
O  dual  pity,  dual  woe ! 
Persuasive  in  the  Heart  we  know, 

And  Lips  that  prove 

A  God-of-Love. 


THANKWORTHY. 


ONLY  a  dream, 
The  Day  beyond 

This  gloom  and  gleam, 
A  vision  fond, 

A  dear  deceit  ? 
The  mind  a  wand 

But  falsely  meet. 

Only  a  dream 

Surroundings  mar, 
Unaidful  scheme 

'Gainst  bolt  and  bar 
That  fasten  from 

The  nearest  star 
A  finite  home  ? 

Only  a  dream  ? 

Yet  anthems  roll 
In  glad  esteem 

Of  present  goal, 
Of  good  instead 

Of  evil ;  the  soul 
Well  comforted. 
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"Let  Him  come  down  from  the 
Cross  and  we  will  believe  Him." 

OF  David's  seed 

Be  Thou,  and,  Lord, 
The  Incarnate  Word  ; 
Refuse 
To  use 
The  vassal-creed 

Of  weal  in  woe  ; 
The  dregs  give  up 
Of  sorrow's  cup, 
And  we 
Of  Thee 
Are  willing  so 

To  learn  the  ways 
Securely  trod 
That  lead  to  God. 
Come  down, 
Thy  crown 
No  sceptre  sways. 

Be  Thou  the  Christ, 
If  Thine  the  power, 
Reject  this  hour : 
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But  still 
His  will 
Nor  death  dismissed, 

Nor  any  smart 
Of  scoff  and  pain  ; 
To-day  the  bane 
That  may 
They  say 
The  children  part 

From  claimed  belief 
In  God-the-good, 
In  Fatherhood ; 
Mistrust 
But  just 
Because  of  grief! 
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TO  ME. 

"HITHER  tO  Me." 

Wherewith,  unto  Him  brought, 
What  miracle  prevades 
A  life  we  thought 

Too  little  fair, 
Too  pitiful  to  lead 
Unto  consistent  gain 
But  common  need. 


Inadequate, 
Behold  amazing  stead  ! 
The  marvel  was  not  more 
When  thousands  fed — 


Recorded  grace — 
At  Christ's  humane  command — 
On  bread  sufficiency 
Beneath  His  Hand. 


Yea,  upon  bread, 

Not  foodless  stone,  His  touch ; 


Tis  bread  that  we  refuse 
To  see  as  such  : 

Bread  to  appease — 
From  Him  the  increase  ta'en- 
Our  hunger  whatsoe'er 
But  now  its  pain. 
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"FORSOOK  HIM  AND  FLED." 


WHOM  yesterday  'twas  profit  to  adore, 
We  thence  forsook  and  fled ; 
Inconstant,  than  erewhile  love  needed  more, 
Left  Him  uncomforted. 


So  eager  of  His  sorrow  to  be  free, 
In  haste  to  pass  Him  by, 
Offended  at  the  hearts'  impulsive  plea 
To  heave  persuasive  sigh, 

No  moment  of  allegiance  did  we  give 
The  Stricken  for  our  sake; 
His  life  no  beauteous  moment  strove  to  live, 
From  Him  example  take. 

To  lessen  tribulation,  lighten  pain, 
We  made  no  dear  attempt : 
Desertion — from  the  censure  of  its  stain, 
What  shall  ourselves  exempt ! 


GOOD  DEEDS. 


THE  deeds  remembered,  were  they  good? 

How  know  them  fair? 

A  violet 

In  friendship  met 
At  morn  upon  a  dewy  sod, 

How  know  it  fit 

To  pillow  where 

Only  for  it 

A  resting  place 
Is  made  by  leaves  full  twenty  fold 

Enough  to  hold 
From  too  much  lowliness 

Earth's  shyest  grace? 
With  odour  meet  the  rosy-May 

Inviteth  less 

To  bowery  home. 

How  to  a  deed 

Perforce  concede 

Demand  to  be 
A  purple,  an  imperial  bloom  ? 

With  what  perfume 
To  trusty  covert  shall  we  roam 

To  gather  one 

Such  floweret  of  remembered  days, 
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Instinct  with  praise? 

To  praise  us? — nay — 

'Twere  sweetness  gone. 
For  violet,  vetch :  the  fragrancy 
Of  duteous  deed  is  gratitude 

Therewith  to  God  ! 


US 


PRAYER  AND  PRAISE. 

PRAYER,  prayer,  have  pity  ! 

Pity  maketh  good, 
Regarded  by  a  piteous 

Fatherhood. 


Prayer,  feeble,  faltering, 

And  afraid  to  fail 
Permitted  by  indulgence 

To  prevail. 

But  praise,  dependent 
On  inherent  grace, 

By  clemency  assigned  no 
Higher  place, 

Not  any  fairer 

For  compassion's  sake, 
How  clothe  it  in  the  beauty 

God  may  take ! 
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"ON  HIS  SHOULDER." 

ON  His  shoulder,  trusty  shoulder, 

Tenderly  the  lamb  shall  go  : 
Whither? — of  the  way  Christ  knoweth 
Wherefore  know ! 


It  must  fairer  be  than  verdure, 
Brighter  than  meridian  glow, 
Sweeter  than  a  brook  with  summer 
In  its  flow. 


How  compare  it ! — on  His  shoulder, 
Leant  against  the  wounded  brow, 
Ne'er  a  thorn  to  hurt  who  winneth 
By  His  woe  ! 
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COMPASSION. 

THE  solace  of  trouble  that's  over, 

No  trouble  could  cheer, 
Compassion  forgetful  to  cover 

The  far  with  the  near  ; 

To  keep  from  unrisen  to-morrow 

The  eyes  of  desire 
That,  yea,  to  have  sight  of  its  sorrow- 

If  joyless — aspire. 

But  pains  to  outjourney  it  taken, 

What  worth  of  the  sun  ! 
Ashine  upon  furrow  forsaken, 

Time's  bidding  undone. 

Alas  for  fulfilment!  if  Heaven — 
A  wound,  what  could  heal ! — 

Impatience  at  last  unforgiven, 
Should  answer  appeal  ! 
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RECONCILED. 

WHO  preach  discipleship, 

Get  nay  and  yea 
In  fee  of  fluent  lip 

And  aidful  day. 

Inadequate  the  tale 

Of  secret  good, 
Unless,  O  love's  avail ! 

Thus  understood. 


Hurt,  for  a  rose's  sake, 
None  choose  withal 

The  thorn  whereof  to  make 
A  coronal. 

Enthrone  familiar  woe ! 

Crown  common  pain  ! 
The  Christ  who  suffered  so, 

Not  so  could  reign. 

Unsafe  His  empery, 

Had  sorrow  been 
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The  sad  supremacy 
Whereon  to  lean. 


Refused  to  sacrifice, 

Supernal  birth 
Hosannaed  at  the  price 

Of  solaced  earth. 

What  evidence  to  lift 

Anointed  eyes ! 
For  language,  wondrous  gift, 

Abandon  sighs ! 


Have  limbs  alert  whose  use 

From  risen  sun 
Was  pity  to  induce 

For  days  undone ! 

To  Christ — enjoined  caress  !- 

In  grief  reviled, 
Man  save  for  tenderness 

Unreconciled  ! 
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SO  FAR  SO  NEAR. 

How  can  so  many  millions  be  anear  Him? 
How  can  so  many  millions  front  the  sun? 
Remote  from  where  its  rays,  with  trusty  story, 
To  viewless  distance  run. 

Shall  Glory  from  exact,  august  Enthronement 
Less  largely  travel  than  acquainted  light? 
Unto  its  verge  the  world's  behoof  and  beauty, 
Supreme,  benignant  might. 

Without  it,  flower  nor  shrub  nor  tree  to  flourish, 
With  tender  smile  the  happy  herb  unblent, 
No  colour  of  the  various  earth  or  ocean, 
Or  sky  above  them  bent. 

Afar,  afar  from  us  beyond  conception, 
Yet  shimmer  touchable  upon  our  path ; 
So  Radiance  seemeth  me  shall  be  hereafter 
By  Power  the  Saviour  hath. 

To  every  soul  attainment  of  His  Presence, 
Amaze  of  blessedness  as  much  its  own 
As  is  to-day  the  sun's  imperial  splendour — 
On  one  and  myriads  thrown  ! 
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THE  END. 
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